HONGKONG—MACAO
travelling to the front on a special mission. You had bet-
ter look after us well, or there might be trouble.' The car-
boys, no doubt, knew just how much of this to believe;
but their curiosity was aroused, nevertheless, and they
all came to peep and smile at us through the corridor
window. We may have undone Chiang's work a little by
winking and waving back. But perhaps we were not un-
imposing figures, with our superbly developed chests—
padded out several inches by thick wads of Hankow dol-
lar-bills stuffed into every available inner pocket. This
seemed a dangerous way to carry money, but traveller's
cheques would have been useless in many of the places to
which we were going.
This train was in every way superior to those running
on the Canton-Hankow line. In peace-time it would have
taken you through to Peking. Nowadays it went no fur-
ther than Cheng-chow: the railway bridge over the Yel-
low River had been blown up to check the Japanese ad-
vance. There was a handsome dining-car, with potted
plants on the tables, in which we spent most of the day.
This dining-car had only one serious disadvantage: there
were not enough spittoons. Two of the available five were
placed just behind our respective chairs, and the passen-
gers made use of them unceasingly, clearing their throats
before doing so with most unappetizing relish. In China,
it seems, children learn to spit when they are two years
old, and the habit is never lost. True, the New Life Move-
ment discourages it, but without any visible effect. Even
high government officials of our acquaintance hawked
and spat without the least restraint.
Our journey was quite uneventful, despite the usual
prophecies of air-attack. The train ran steadily on through
the golden-yellow landscape. The snow had all disap-
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